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"I know."
The boy was surprised to hear this.
"How do you know?" he asked, blinking his eyes.
She gave him a brief explanation.
"Did they take those other two, your comrades? "
"They were away. They're recruits—went to  report.
Five were taken, including Uncle Mikhailo."
He drew a deep breath and added with a short laugh,
"I was the only one left. They must be searching for
me."
"How did you manage to get away?" asked the mother.
The door into the other room was pushed slightly open.
"Me?" exclainied Ignat, sitting down on a bench and
glancing round. "A minute or two before they came, the
forester ran up and knocked at the window. 'Watch out,
fellows,' he cried. They're after you.'"
He laughed quietly and wiped his face on his kaftan.
"Weft, nothing could budge Uncle  Mikhaiio. 'Ignat,'
he says,  'be off with you to town—fast. Remember that
elderly woman?' he says, scribbling a note while he talks.
'Here, take this to her.' So I creeps into the bushes, and
sure enough, I hear them coming. There were lots of them
crawling up on all sides, the devils. Surrounded our tar
works. I lay low in the bushes and they passed me by.
Then I got up and started legging it for all I was worth,
I've been on the way two nights and one day without a
halt."
She could see he was pleased with himself. There was
a smile lurking in his hazel eyes and his full red lips kept
twitching.
"I'll have tea for you in a minute," she said as she
reached for the samovar.
"Here's the note."
With difficulty he raised his foot, grunting and grimac-
ing with pain as he put it on the bench.
Nikolai appeared in the doorway.
"Good evening, comrade," he said, narrowing his eyes.
"Let me help you."

